JACK-BOOT AND PETTICOAT
that his grandfather was dying. It was * at a little after eight *
when the messenger came upon the Prince and one or two
attendants riding ' between Kew Bridge and the Six milestone.*
He gave his credentials to Mr Breton, one of the Prince's party;
and was at once brought forward to tell his story. The Prince
knew that it would never do to make it known that his grand-
father was in extremis; and giving out that his horse had fallen
lame he rode back to Kew to await the news which would
summon him to kingship. About nine o'clock there came
another messenger to the palace, this time with a letter from
the Princess Amelia, saying that the King was dead; and within
an hour the indefatigable Mr Pitt, in his' chariot' on which were
posted his servants in blue and silver livery, arrived to greet his
new master, and to learn what was his will.
The Prince and Mr Pitt returned to the capital: it was still
unknown that the King was dead. Mr Pitt was ordered to
summon a meeting of the Privy Council at Savile House,
where for some little time previously the Prince had resided;
but the order was countermanded because e he had no servants
in Town and did not chuse to appear at such a period too much
in the Streets,' and the meeting took place in Carleton House,
the residence of his mother. It was an indication, which probably
no one bothered to notice, of the continued attachment to the
apron-strings.
Before the members assembled Newcastle had an audience.
The Prince was very considerate to one who had served his
family so faithfully, if so incompetently. Wrote the Duke to
his friend Hardwicke:
His Majesty informed me that he had always a very good opinion
of me, and that he knew my constant zeal for his family, and my
duty to liis grandfather, which he thought would be pledges of my
zeal for him.
But Newcastle's pleasure was quickly enveloped in doubts, when
he was told on parting from his new master:
'My Lord Bute is your good friend: he will tell you my thoughts.
The Duke did not like Bute, who was a Tory and a Scotsman.
So he wailed:
God knows, and my friends know, the distress I am in!
The Duke had read plainly the writing on the wall.
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